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Wherewith Panthus, scapte from the Greekish darts,
Otreus* son, Phoebus' priest, brought in hand
The sacred reliques and the vanquisht gods,
And in his hand his little nephew led;
And thus, as phrentic, to our gates he ran,
'Panthus/ quod I, *in what estate stand we?
Or for refuge what fortress shall we take?'
Scarce spake I this, when wailing thus he said:
*"The latter day and fate of Troy is come;
The which no plaint or prayer may avail.
Troyans we were, and Troye was sometime,
And of great fame the Teucrian glory erst*
Fierce Jove to Greece hath now transposed all.
The Greeks are lords over this fired town.
Yonder huge horse that stands amid our walls
Sheds armed men: and Sinon, victor now,
\( ith scorn of us doth set all things on flame.
And, rushed in at our unfolded gates,
Are thousands moe than ever came from Greece.
And some with weapons watch the narrow streets,
With bright swords drawn, to slaughter ready bent.
And scarce the watches of the gate began
Them to defend, and with blind fight resist/

Through Panthus* words, and lightning of the gods,
Amid the flame and arms ran I in press,
As fury guided me, and whereas I had heard
The cry greatest that made the air resound.
Into our band then fell old Iphytus,
And Rhipeus, that met us by moonlight;
Dymas and Hypanis joining to our side,
With young Chorebus, Mygdonius* son;
Which in those days at Trove did arrive
(Burning with rage of dame Casandra's love)
In Priam's aid and rescue of his town.
Unhappy he 1 that would no credit give
Unto his spouse's words of prophecy.

Whom when I saw, assembled in such wise,
So desperately the battle to desire,
Then furthermore thus said I unto them:
'O ye young men, of courage stout in vain,
For nought ye strive to save the burning tow a.
What cruel fortune hath betid, ye see:
The gods out of the temples all are fled,
Through whose might long this empire was maintain'd
Their altars eke are left both waste and void*
But if your will be bent with me to prove